Making Marriage a Success	219
Dan Randolph was a handsome man in his middle forties with
broad muscular shoulders and powerful hands. Although he was
opposed to the divorce, he admitted to us that his marital situation
was had:
Lucy and I are so far apart this time that you could drive six
trucks between us. But I see no point in financing a separation I
don't want.
I don't say Lucy hasn't got her grievances. When I get too much
liquor under my belt—it seems to creep up on me, particularly of
late vears—Tm not mvself. Lucy should mate allowances. I don't
•	*	*
intend to behave the way I sometimes do. I didn't want to humiliate
her on that week-end trip with the Smiths. I apologized, but she
wouldn't even trv to understand.
*>
She knew my opinion of women in pants. I was crazy with worry
about a vital loan extension hanging fire at the bank. Hank Smith
had been needling me all afternoon because the trout were hopping
out of the water to strike his flies and were giving mine the go-by.
Then Irene Smith—with Lucy joining in—laughed at me, and I
blew my top. But it wasn't the loan extension or the bad fishing luck
that really stirred me up. It wasn't even the slacks. It was Lucy's atfr
tude. The fact that she didn't stick with me, I guess, was the thing.
Lucy used to be so different. Let me tell you about the first time I
ever saw her. It was nineteen years ago, but the picture is stamped
on my brain as though a die press had put it there. Lucy was on the
beach, wearing a green-and-white sunsuit, and she was very shy,
She looked like a little girl who needed to be protected and looked
after. "She's what I want,* I thought; "there's my girl, there's my
wife."
I brushed aside the fact that I was in no position to marry. I'm al-
ways willing to gamble, provided the odds are right. Financially I
was nowhere. Just a cocky ambitious kid, with a hard-won education
of no value at that time.
The depression was tough on lots of people, including me. My fa*

